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Director’s Corner 


Spring has finally arrived, the blossoms and new growth 
renews our sprits. 

Currently, we are underway with a new landscaping pro- 
ject on the patio side of Pioneer Hall. The hillside has been ter- 
raced with rock. Shrubs, plants flowers and lawn will complete the 
project. 

We hope to have an automatic sprinkling system installed 
for easier care. Almost all of the work and expenses have been 
donated. 

This new area will be a nice location to take photographs, 
for weddings and special occasions. 

March 1* I started working for Lake Creek Historical 
Society fulltime. We will be open Monday through Friday, from 
9am — 3pm. Stop in and say hello, I look forward to getting to 
know all the neighbors in Lake Creek. 

If you are not already a member of the Lake Creek Histori- 
cal Society, please stop in and join today. Your membership and 
support means our very existence. 

I am currently working on building our membership base 
and increasing the hall rental use. 

This summer we will start having events at the Pioneer 
Hall, for the community and members. Movie night, potlucks and 
community gatherings, fundraisers for the Historical Society and 
Fire Department. These are some of the things you can look for- 
ward to. In the fall we will host our annual Pioneer Festival. 

The park now has a double gate in front for easy access for 
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visitors and events. Betty Knoebel purchased the swings and 
chairs for the park. Cascade Ranch put a new roof on the band- 
stand. 


The roof on Pioneer Hall has been leaking and Betty had 
the roof replaced. Thanks you Betty and Cascade Ranch, we ap- 
preciate you. 


A Special 80th Birthday 
Harriet S. Gardener 
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“We'll be Home if the Creek Don’t Rise” 
By Ted Wharton 


I would like to start this true tale of adventure by introduc- 
ing the two main characters involved. My name is Ted Wharton, 
parts manager at Sam Jennings Co. in Medford for 40 some years, 
and my fishing and hunting partner Elliott C. Lester (“Doc”) who 
was manager of the tire department for about the same number of 
years. In the 1940’s, and for the following years, we became ac- 
quainted with most of the Lake Creek and Little Butte Creek resi- 
dents. At least weekly a resident of that “neck of the woods” would 
be at Jennings having a tire fixed, an oil change, or a fender welded. 

Some time around 1940, Buck Walch told us about a little, 
lost lake in a deep canyon, where the fishing was fabulous. Doc had 
also heard this information from Trevell Turpin who had been there 
but with his wooden leg could no longer make the hike in. It was at 
least a five-mile uphill hike. With our interest thus aroused we de- 
cided to look for the lake to see if it lived up to its name. The die 
was cast when John Walch, who lived at the mouth of Lost Creek, 
was at the shop having a wagon tire fixed. Doc quizzed him about 
the subject, and in turn, John said we could go in thru his land and 
park at the old Grissom place up Lost Creek. 

Gear was assembled and loaded in the old 1930 Model “A” 
Ford, for what would turn out to be an abortive trip. We eagerly 
Started on a Friday afternoon in April 1941. A lot of snow was still 
in the high country that year, but we didn’t expect to find any at the 
3500 foot lake. Going in above John’s place, we had to ford the 
creek below the Grissom place. With the high wheels on the Model 
“A” we had no trouble crossing. Then came a dilapidated wood and 
log bridge, which appeared unsafe to cross. We parked near an old 
shed and prepared for our hike. 

Darkness caught us within a mile, and then a light rain be- 
gan to fall. We prepared to hole up for the night by throwing up a 
tarp shelter. We ate some cold salami and buns, but didn’t attempt 
to start a fire. Sitting under the tarp, snug and dry, we enjoyed the 
typical Oregon spring weather as we listened to a lone owl hooting 

in the distance. 

After rehashing some of our past outings, we hit the sleep- 
ing bags early. Morning dawned clear and cold, with a promise of a 
good day ahead. Doc had a fire going in a hurry with his pitch wood 
starter, and coffee was soon ready. After a quick breakfast of instant 
oatmeal, coffee, and scorched toast with some of Doc’s pear jam, we 
packed our gear and hit the trail. The well marked trail was in bad 
repair, with places washed out, and got steeper as we followed it. 
Figuring it would only be a five mile hike, we wisely left the tarp 
pitched in case of more stormy weather. As we worked our way up 
the trail, it got steeper, but the trees began to thin out to where we 
could see the rim rocks on the west side of Deer Mountain. 

Buck had sketched us a crude map which showed an old 
campsite about half a mile below the lake. He called it “Horse 
Camp”, as I recall. Arriving at a fork in the trail, we took the left and 
soon discovered an old campsite of sorts. There was a dilapidated 
table, a fire ring, an old wash tub, and some rusty buckets. Straw 
was scattered around, with evidence that horses had been tethered 
nearby. We later learned the camp was where early day land owners 
had mixed cement, and then dragged it by mule drawn sleds to the 
lake outlet. There they used it to build a head gate to divert irriga- 
tion water, apparently into a canal or ditch originally. From the 
camp we followed what appeared to be an old road grade which took 
us within sight of the lake. Some brush obscured the old dam, which 


we finally located in the crevasse at the outlet of the lake. With a 
few inches of old snow still on the ground, and the lake full, muddy, 
and overflowing, we decided to spend the night there at a small 
campsite under a large maple tree. One big limb had broken off, 
making a table of sorts. An ardent fisherman, Doc, quickly rigged 
up his pole, baited with a worm, and on the first cast landed a nice 
11” trout. I determined it was a Rainbow, but Doc lowed as how it 
was a ‘Silver’, a native to the creek and lake. 

The slushy snow soon melted under the bright sunlight, 
bringing muddy ground. The rest of the day was spent at the camp- 
site, deciding to explore the lake on a later trip during better weather. 
Fishing was fair all day in spite of the muddy water which appeared 
to take on a special tint in the sunlight. I caught several fish, but 
Doc knew all the right tricks and filled us out with enough to eat, 
plus some to take home. All were in the 10 to 12 inch range. Water 
dogs (salamander type water lizard) and turtles kept stealing our 
bait, with one big dog being especially persistent. Doc had just 
made a fresh pot of coffee in our gallon can, when I got an interest- 
ing nibble. I jerked my pole to set the hook on what I hoped was a 
nice trout. Instead, it was the dog, just under the surface. When I 
set the hook, Mr. Dog became airborne, flew over my head, and 
plopped dead center into the boiling coffee. Since water dog wasn’t 


on the menu, we flipped him into the fire. Doc’s comments were not 
fit for print. 

After a filling dinner of broiled trout and ‘taters baked in 
the coals, we hit the sack early, under a clear sky and full moon. 
The melting snow was running down the steep sides of the lake ba- 
sin, with every gully bringing water into the lake, which was rising 
noticeably. We decided it would be wise to break camp early the 
next day and forego any more fishing. It proved a wise decision, as 
dawn brought more ominous clouds and no sunshine. We packed up 
and started down the mountain, after taking one quick last look at 
the old concrete dam, marveling at the effort it must have taken to 
build it. 

By noon we were back to our first campsite gathering up 
the tarp, ropes, etc. Re-crossing the rickety bridge brought us back 
to the side of the old Model “A”, glad the hike was over. The old 
Ford cranked over and I nosed it down toward the creek. Confident 
that we could cross it like we had two days prior, we plunged into 
the cold murky water and started across. Our good fortune ended at 
this point. Muddy water from the freshly melted snow was now 
about three feet deep instead of the one foot we had crossed in just 
two days before. I also missed my estimate of where the gravel bar 
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was and the water quickly rose above the floorboards. Then the 
right rear wheel dropped into a hidden hole. The fan began picking 
up water, which flooded the engine and sparkplugs. In desperation I 
cut the fan belt with my pocketknife, allowing the engine to start. 
But the damage was already done. We were hopelessly stuck in a 
rapidly rising flooded Lost Creek. 

What to do now? Since Doc knew old John Walch better 
than I did, he slogged down to John’s house just in time to catch him 
leaving to feed his cattle. After considerable talk and a lot of horse- 
laughs on John’s part, he agreed to pull us out with his tractor. After 
starting the tractor with a booster battery, John had no problem pull- 
ing the old Ford out of the creek bed. But not before the water had 
risen over the seats and water soaked our packs and gear. I had tied 
a rope to the spare tire to keep the rig upright in the swift, ever deep- 
ening water. 

After thanking John a few dozen times and promising him 
some free tire repairs, we left. Feeling our problems were over, we 
started down Little Butte Creek Road. The first sign of trouble was 
the steam coming from under the hood. Rats!!! I had forgotten 
about the cut fan belt. Fortunately the drive was mostly downhill 
and we managed to limp into the Lake Creek Store parking area. 
Burill Wyant was standing on the porch, and upon apprising him of 
our plight, he jumped into action. Frank Fernlund had left his old 
Model “A” truck parked behind the store. (I believe Burrill’s folks 
ran the store at that time.) With the aid of a monkey wrench, Burrill 
soon had us a loaner fan belt, which I quickly installed. 

The remainder of our trip was uneventful, and the wet hik- 
ers were sure glad to get home to dry out. 

As a brief follow-up to this adventure, we took lots of rib- 
bing from the creek residents whenever they came into the Jennings’ 
shop, after that. 

We all mourned the loss of E.C. (Doc) Lester who passed 
away at his home on Oct. 14, 1986. 


Lost Lake 


Lost Lake has been a destination point since before WW1, 
for fishing, camping and exploration. Located on BLM land, Lost 
Lake is a natural lake. It is one quarter mile in length, has an hour 
glass shape and is one-hundred yards across at its most narrow point. 

Above Lost Lake are streams of water that disappear into 
the ground, these streams are what feed Lost Lake. The same water 
that forms Lost Lake seeps out at the lower end creating a spring that 
feeds Deer Creek. During the early 1900’s some of the local resident 
tried to stop the leakage by dumping cement at the lower end. Their 
efforts were to no avail, and to this very day the lake still leaks. 

During WW1 there was an access road that ended near Lost 
Lake. Many travelers would take this route to visit the lake. Not 
knowing that the road ended a half a mile south of the lake where the 
spring welled up, many visitors would get stuck. During the early 
1900’s local resident John Walch was called upon to come to the 
rescue. John would either hitch up his team of horses or take the 
tractor and pull the trapped explorers out of their distressed situation. 

During WW1 a Manganese Mine was in operation. This 
was located less than a mile above Lost Lake. 

The Manganese Mine was in operation just during the time 
of WW1. The mining company dammed up a section of the upper 
part of the lake, with logs and dirt, to store extra water for mining 
operations during the summer months. 

Another Mining operation that took advantage of Lost Lake 
was Shale City. During WW1 Ashland businessmen discovered a 
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Shale pit and started a mining operation to extract crude oil. After 
WW1 the operation fizzled out. Shale City is located up Dead In- 
dian Road outside of Ashland. The men who lived on the job site 
would travel over the mountain to Lost Lake to fish. Their method 
of fishing was to light dynamite and toss it into the lake killing the 
fish. Unfortunately most of the fish sunk to the bottom of the lake. 
The road to Lost Lake closed after the end of WW1, due to 
the closure of the Manganese Mine. Those interested in hiking into 
Lost Lake can access it from Dead Indian Road, at Shale City, out of 
Ashland. 
As how to get there 
from Lake Creek, |panae 
I’ve been told that aaaae 
you take Lost Creek Jie 
Road to the Way- 
side Park, then it is} = 
about six miles] 
southwest over the 
mountain range to 
Lost Lake. During 
the early 1900’s al. 
notebook and pen 
were left in a jar in a hallow tree near the lake for visitors sign. If 
you are willing to venture out, please let us know if you find the old 
hallow tree and the jar with the journal in it! 


Kathy Barlow 


“Our Heritage Matters” 


In 1948, the voters of Jackson County passed a levy to fund 
historic preservation. With the passage of Measure 50 a few years 
ago, the 1948 levy was rolled into the Jackson County general fund. 
This eliminated public funding for the societies and museums de- 
voted to historical and genealogical preservation. 

A group of Jackson County citizens concemed about this 
loss of public funds for historic preservation began working on the 
formation of a countywide ‘Rogue Valley Heritage District’. The 
passage of HB3538 in the 2007 State Legislature made the formation 
of this district possible. If passed by voters, it will be the first Heri- 
tage District in Oregon and will provide the 15 members of the Jack- 
son County Heritage Association a stable funding base. 

The ‘Rogue Valley Heritage District’ levy would be capped 
at 7 cents per $1,000 assessed property value. This amounts to ap- 
proximately $14.00 per year for the average Jackson County prop- 
erty. If successful, approximately $1,000,000 would be raised per 
year beginning in 2009. This would provide a stable funding base 
for the basic operation of our museums and societies. 


‘VOLUNTEERS NEEDED’ 


Volunteer Duties: 
Oral Histories ~ Reading and Cataloging (Instructions provided) 


Fundraising ~ Events & Membership Drives 

(Events - consist of collecting donations, decorating the hall, man- 
ning a station at an event, making baked goods, etc. Membership 
Drives - We need people to label and stuff envelops and deliver 
newsletters throughout the valley.) 
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Yard Care ~ The grounds are in constant need of attention. We 
need people who are interested in helping maintain a section of the 
grounds. Watering, weeding and raking. 

Your help will free up my time as director to work on pre- 
serving history. writing the quarterly newsletter, creating events, and 
do the bookkeeping. 

Your help as a volunteer is greatly appreciated. Please call 
ph. 826-1513, Monday through Friday, 9am-3pm, and join our team. 
Help us make history! 


Thank you in advance, 
Kathy Barlow/Director 


BLM Western Oregon Plan Revision 


On December 12, 2007 Lake Creek Community members 
came together to discuss the proposed Off Road Vehicle Park, con- 
sisting of over 8,000 acres, in Lake Creek. Lake Creek is just one of 
thirteen proposed sites for this type of BLM land use. The Water 
Shed Council and the Jackson County Soil and Water Conservation 
District, had representatives come out and share their findings of 
Lake Creek’s water and soil types. 

Lake Creek is not a good location for an Off Road Vehicle 
Park due to the following conditions: Lake Creek is on the 303(d) 
list with the State of Oregon DEQ, for seasonal problems with Tem- 
perature, Sediment and Bacteria. The South Fork Streams are major 
spawning beds for Coho Salmon. Lake Creek soils are made up of 
clay composite. The sediment that flows down from the mountains 
travels several miles before settling on the creek bed. This sediment 
smothers the Salmon minnows and decreases their population. The 
Oregon Fish and Wildlife Department have listed Lake Creek as 
Wintering Ground for the Cascade Black Tail Deer. County Com- 
missioner Gilmore, supported all of the above reasons, in an inter- 
view with the Medford Mail Tribune, he is against Lake Creek being 
on the proposed sites list with BLM. 

The community of Lake Creek thanks all of those who 
came out to share their findings of Lake Creek’s Water and Soil con- 
ditions. As land owners and members of the Lake Creek Commu- 
nity we appreciate being informed. 


‘Sheep Sheering Days’ 


Don Grissom Remembers 


Lake Creek was settled during the 1850’s through the 
1890°s, and some of the families were sheepherders. Pioneer de- 
scendant Don Grissom continued his family’s trade. During the 
1940°s-60’s Don Grissom and Bill Nussbaum went on the road 
sheering sheep for other farms in Southern Oregon, for extra income. 
Don’s uncle Eli Davis taught him how to sheer sheep as a boy. In 
1948 Eli gave Don his own sheering machine and told him to go out 
and make some money. 

Don said, ‘Bill Nussbaum and I got fair at sheering and we 
could each sheer enough sheep to make $100 a day. We became 
acquainted with some folks in Douglas County and were invited to 
sheer for them. Our season lasted from April till June, depending on 
the season and the weather. We were furnished a bed and board and 
paid by the head. One year we were paid .50 cents per head, very 
good wages for those times. Bill went on to work for Steve Wilson 
and I got into real estate and cattle ranching”. 


Two of Lake Creek’s finest, then and now. Over 80 years 
old and their still going strong. Donald Grissom 87 year’s old, a real 
estate broker and cattle rancher. Bill Nussbaum 80 years old runs 
his own log truck and family farm. 


~ We appreciate our Lake Creek Pioneer Families ~ 
Holiday Bazaar Success 


On November 17 & 18, 2007 the Lake Creek Historical 
Society held our 7” annual Holiday Bazaar, at the Pioneer Hall. 
Each year we ask our community to support us by donating to or 
purchasing at the Bazaar. Last year was terrific! 

I would like to thank Jacque and Betsy Sarthou, Don and 
Deloris Grissom, Georgina Kennedy, Dian Seitz, Richard and Shirly 
Bandy, Earl and Jeanie King all for their donations towards the holi- 
day bazaar sale. 

A special thanks to all the volunteers for your help setting 
up and cleaning afterwards. We appreciate the vendors for your 
hard work and wonderful displays. You all contributed to our suc- 
cessful Holiday Bazaar.. 

Many thanks, to our local community for coming out and 
buying. We appreciate your support. 


The Holiday Bazaar brought in $550.00. 
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~ 2007 Special Birthday Wishes ~ 
‘Happy 80" Birthday Bill? 


On September 9" 2007at the Walch Wayside Park, between 
50 and 75 people showed up to wish Bill Nussbaum a Happy 80" 
Birthday. To everyone’s surprise and delight, Bill showed up at his 
birthday driving his own Log Truck. 

Family and long time neighbors and friends shared in a 
wonderful afternoon potluck. The joyous occasion was orchestrated 
by the Mistress of Ceremonies, Lucy Pech. Family brought in two 
refrigerators, to house enough food and drink for the occasion. Ham- 
burgers, hotdogs and ribs were provided. The community brought 
salads and deserts. Shirley Stone said, “This was the most organized 
event she had been too”. Lucy had those who’s birthday was in 
August, September or October, go to the stage and be wished a 
happy birthday. 

Julie Thompson said, “All the locals and some who had 
moved away came to be a part of this special day”. Mrs. Ted Hoff- 
man came, Helen Barrows was there, the Grissoms, Maloneys, 
Lacy’s, Days, Stanley even Buck Wach was seen sharing a story or 
two. People came from as far away as Seattle, WA. 

Don Grissom said that he, Buck Walch, Bill Nussbaum, 
and Helen Barrows had a nice visit reminiscing about old school 
days and riding the school bus together. 

We are thankful for this wonderful community we live in 
and for neighbors like you, Bill Nussbaum. 


Sal peo pean aire ; wat ‘ei , 
-Bill Nussbaum 1960’s) ee 
set = 8 


5 on a Ee 


May you have many more wonderful birthdays! 
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‘A Special Happy 80" Birthday to a Very Special Lady!’ 


LCHS would like to say Happy 80" Birthday to a de- 
voted, hardworking, diligent house wife, mother, grandmother, and 
great grandmother. She is a leading member of the ‘Antelope Sun- 
day School’, active with the Fir Point Bible Camp, Antelope La- 
dies Club, and a member of the Lake Creek Community. She is 
also notably one of the best cooks in Lake Creek. On my first cat- 
tle drive with the Grissom’s I questioned why so many men had 
volunteered to help out. At the end of the drive we all adjourned to 
the Grissom’s home where we were treated to one of the finest 
meals I had ever ate. The sight of cowboys lounging around after 
the meal with swollen bellies and smiles on their faces spoke vol- 
umes. 

Thank you Deloris Grissom for all you do for your fam- 
ily, friends and community. We wish you a very Happy Birthday. 


Harriet S. Gardener 
1918-2007 


Harriet S. Gardener passed away November 12, 2007 at 
age 89 at her home in Medford. She was bom July 10, 1918 at 
Foots Creek, near Gold Hill, the eldest child of John Basley Short, 
who was born in Jackson County in 1886, and his wife, Anna 
Carle Short. Harriet Short married Victor E. Gardener in 1936, 
and lived throughout her life in Jackson County. 

Harriet Gardener was preceded in death by her husband; 
her grandson; and her brothers, John, Carle, Thomas, and William. 
She is survived by her children, Lucy, Diana, and Arthur; her 
brother, James; one granddaughter; and one great-granddaughter. 
At Mrs. Gardener’s request, no service was held. 


Remembering Harriett Gardener 


We feel fortunate to have known Harriett. We will miss 
her warm welcome and cheerful smile as well as the lively conver- 
sation when we visited. Harriett, along with her late husband, Vic- 
tor, loved to explore and did a lot of exploring and camping, even 
in their later years, with Harriett riding in the sidecar while Victor 
drove their BMW motorcycle. She had a large collection of rocks 
which she had collected on their travels and she had a story to tell 
about each one. 

Harriett never stopped seeking knowledge. She read a lot 
of history, with emphasis on Native American history. She also 
studied geology and was especially knowledgeable about plate 
tectonics. Gardening was another activity that Harriett enjoyed. 
She and Victor always had a beautiful garden when they lived on 
Gardener Road in Lake Creek, and continued to garden when they 
moved to their first home in Medford several years ago. Harriett 
frequently talked of how much she missed Lake Creek after she 
moved to Medford and enjoyed reminiscing about her life here. 
She was very happy to receive visits and to hear the news of Lake 
Creek. Although traveling, even as far as Lake Creek, was not 
easy for her or Victor in the last few years, she enjoyed each visit 
she was able to make to Lake Creek. 

Harriett spent some of her later childhood years living in 
the house that still stands on the Seitz property. She was delighted 
when Diane Seitz invited her to tour her childhood home just over 
a year ago. It was a pleasure to see her excitement as she walked 
through the house and remembered the time when she lived there. 
By; Joy and Bob Lacy 
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“Guess Who?” 


Here is a look back at some of Lake Creek’s community 
members....guess who? 

First to guess all three, win’s a pie of your choice from 
Ray’s Bakery in Eagle Point. 


a oeng re ee 


Hit the High Spots.— 
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We would like to thank the following 
persons and business’s 


They donated time, equipment and services to the Lake Creek His- 
torical Society. 


Billy Frazier 
Hilltop Landscaping 
Landscaper Robert Watson 
Fay Keen 
Kathy Barlow 
Kit Barlow 
Hall Penninger 
Aaron Grissom 
Scott Grissom 
Dwight Pech 
Panther Crushing 
Betty Knoebel 
Hughes Brothers Co. 
Crazy Jakes Restaurant 
Rex & Diane West of Doveland Nursery 


Thank you so much for all you have done, without your help, we 
could not exist. 


Springset 
Gordon Setters 


Great companions, gad 
guaranteed 
for 10 full years of great, 
successful hunting 


P.O. Box 792, Eagic Point, OR 97524 
S41 &30 8304 * yoy. spring: 
email — springsetgordonsetters@ yahoo.com 


DP Contracting 
Backhoe for Hire 


Brownsboro/ 
Lake Creek area 


Highly experienced 
operator 


Call 
826-1793 days 


CCB # 47656 
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Be A Part Of History - Join The 


jake Creek Cftistorical Society 


Please check the membership category below, and mail this form with your check to: 
Lake Creek Historical Society 
1739 South Fork Little Butte Creek Road 
Eagle Point, Or. 97524 


___ Family $ 10 per year ___ Benefactor. $100 per year 
___ Friend $ 25 per year ____Historian $200 per year 
_:__ Sponsor. $ 50 per year ___Life Member. $500 
___Patron $ 75 per year ___Other $ 


Yes! | want to be involved as a Lake Creek Historical Society Volunteer 


| ST es er 
—__{z——— ee 
The Lake Creek Letter 
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1739 South Fork Little Butte Creek Road 
Eagle Point, Or. 97524 


